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II 


Passer, deliciae meae puellae, 

quicum ludere, quem in sinu tenere, 
cui primum digitum dare appetenti 

et actis solet incitare morsus, 

cum desidetio meo nitenti 

carum nescio quid lubet iocari, 

credo ut, cum gravis acquiescet ardor, 
sit solaciolum sui dolotis, 

tecum ludete sicut ipsa possem 

et tristis animi levare curas ! 


Io 
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Sparrow, darling of my dear, 

She will play with you, and hide you 
In her bosom, and confide you 

Her forefinger without fear, 

Nay, will tease you till you bite, 
When it pleases her, my bright 
Shining lady of delight, 

With some dear thing to be playing, 
That (if I her sense discover) 

Love’s full ardours being over, 

She may find some after-Staying 

Of the heart-ache: would that I 
Might play with you like her, and part 
With all the sorrows of my heart. 
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Lugete, o Veneres Cupidinesque, 

et quantumst hominum venustiorum. 
passer mortuus est meae puellae, 
passer, deliciae meae puellae, 

quem plus illa oculis suis amabat : 
nam mellitus erat suamque norat 
ipsam tam bene quam puella matrem ; 
nec sese a gtemio illius movebat, 
sed circumsiliens modo huc modo illuc 
ad solam dominam usque pipiabat. 
qui nunc it per iter tenebricosum 
illuc, unde negant redire quemquam. 
at vobis male sit, malae tenebrae 
Orci, quae omnia bella devoratis : 
tam bellum mihi passerem abstulistis. 
vae factum male! vae miselle passer ! 
tua nunc opera meae puellae 

flendo turgiduli rubent ocelli. 
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Graces, let your teats be shed, 
Loves, and mortals lovelier, 

For my lady’s sparrow dead, 

The dead darling of my dear, 
Dearer than her eyes to her ; 

He was sweet as the honey-cell, 
And his mistress he knew well 

As a gitl her very mother. 

In her breast he would nest, 
Hopping there and hopping here, 
He would pipe unto no other, 
Who now goes the darksome way : 
Whence none come again, they say. 
But on you, ye shades of night, 

All fair things in darkness steeping, 
Curses ! you have snatched away 
A lovely sparrow, my delight, 
Hapless sparrow ! from my keeping. 
Through you my lady’s eyes of light 
Ate heavy now and red with weeping. 
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Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus, 
rumotfesque senum severiorum 

omnes unius aestimemus assis. 

soles occidere et redite possunt : 

nobis cum semel occidit brevis lux, 
nox est perpetua una dormienda. 

da mi basia mille, deinde centum, 

dein mille altera, dein secunda centum, 
deinde usque altera mille, deinde centum. 
dein, cum milia multa fecerimus, 
conturbabimus illa, ne sciamus, 

aut nequis malus invidere possit, 

cum tantum sciat esse basiorum. 
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Let us live, my Lesbia, and let us love: 

Old men’s sayings are for old men wise enough : 

Give them a farthing for the price of the stuff. 

Suns may set and suns upon earth arise : 

As for us, when for us the brief light dies, 

There is only night, and an everlasting sleeping. 

Give me a thousand kisses, then; be heaping 

A hundred upon a thousand, then a second hundred 

Upon another thousand, and another hundred ; 

Then, when the number has up to a myriad mounted, 

Let us lose the reckoning, lest our love should be 
counted, | 

And we or another envying us should guess 

How many kisses make up our happiness. 
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Quaeris, quot mihi basiationes 

tuae, Lesbia, sint satis superque. 
quam magnus numerus Libyssae harenae 
lasatpiciferis iacet Cyrenis, 

otaclum lovis inter aestuosi 

et Batti veteris sacrum sepulcrum, 

aut quam sidera multa, cum tacet nox, 
furtivos hominum vident amotes, 
tam te basia multa basiare 

vesano satis et super Catullost, 

quae nec pernumerare curiosi 

possint nec mala fascinare lingua. 
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What, Lesbia, can you ask if any 
Kisses of yours could be too many ? 
How many are the sands that lie 

All perfume to the Libyan sky, 
From where old Battus’ ashes dwell 
To Jove’s patched desert oracle ? 
How many a Star unsleeping hovers, 
On still nights, over stealthy lovers ? 
Shall kisses such as all or any 

For your mad lover be too many ? 
O let no count of envy teach them, 
Nor no wicked tongue bewitch them. 
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Miser Catulle, desinas ineptire, 

et quod vides perisse perditum ducas. 

fulsere quondam candidi tibi soles, 

cum ventitabas quo puella ducebat 

amata nobis quantum amabitur nulla. 

ibi illa multa tum iocosa fiebant, 

quae tu volebas nec puella nolebat. 

fulsere vere candidi tibi soles. 

nunc iam illa non vult: tu quoque, 
impotens, noli, 

nec quae fugit sectare, nec miser vive, 

sed obstinata mente perfer, obdura. 

vale, puella. iam Catullus obdurat, 

nec te requiret nec rogabit invitam : 

at tu dolebis, cum rogaberis nulla 

scelesta, nocte. quae tibi manet vita ? 

quis nunc te adibit ? cui videberis bella ? 

quem nunc amabis P_ cuius esse diceris ? 

quem basiabis ? cui labella mordebis ? 

at tu, Catulle, destinatus obdura. 
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Miserable Catullus, put an end of this folly : 

Let all things dead be over and ended wholly. 

Once the sun was bright and the light was fair, 

And there was a woman to love, and she waited there, 

And nevet a woman was better loved than she. 

Surely the sun was bright and fair to see, 

And merrily then the hours of love went by 

When nothing that you desired would she deny. 

Now the woman, desiring no more, denies : 

You too, deny, nor follow her as she flies. 

Be miserable no mote, for all is vain;: 

Set your soul steadfast and harden your heart again. 

Farewell: Catullus has hardened his heart again, 

He will not follow nor cry to you now in vain. 

No, it is you that shall weep, as you lie alone, 

And no man cries at your gate, and the night goes on. 

What shall remain to you then ? who shall come to 
your call ? 

Who shall call you fair ? nay, whom shall you love at all ? 

Who shall have you for his ? whose lips shall you bite 
and kiss P 

But you, Catullus, harden your heart at this. 
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Cenabis bene, mi Fabulle, apud me 
paucis, si tibi di favent, diebus, 

si tecum attuleris bonam atque magnam 
cenam, non sine candida puella 

et vino et sale et omnibus cachinnis. 
haec si, inquam, attuleris, venuste noster, 
cenabis bene: nam tui Catulli 

plenus sacculus est aranearum. 

sed contra accipies meros amores 

seu quid suavius elegantiusvest : 

nam unguentum dabo, quod meae puellae 
donarunt Veneres Cupidinesque, 

quod tu cum olfacies, deos rogabis, 
totum ut te faciant, Fabulle, nasum. 
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You shall sup with me, Fabullus, if all is well, you 

Shall sup with me like a prince ; but let me tell you 

That you'll have to bring the wherewithal of the feast, 
And the wine and the salt and a girl or two at least, 
And laughter for every man in the lees of the cup. 
These, if you bring, as I say, dear fellow, we'll sup 

Like princes; but Catullus’ lean purse is lined 

With nothing, alas, but spider’s webs, you'll find. 

Yet take in return love’s very honey of love, 

Or, if love itself be not dainty and sweet enough, 

I will give you some perfume here in the house already, 
For the Loves and the Graces gave it to my lady ; 
When that you have only breathed I can hear you cty: 
““ Make me all nose, O gods, or let me die!” 
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Minister vetuli puer Falerni 

inger mi calices amariores, 

ut lex Postumiae iubet magistrae, 
ebtioso acino ebriosioris. 

at vos quolubet hinc abite, lymphae, 
vini pernicies, et ad severos 
migrate: hic merus est Thyonianus. 
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No weak wine shall wet the lip: 
Fill a stronger bowl for her, 
Drunken as a drunken pip, 
Who’s our Lady lawgiver. 
Water, plague of wine, avaunt 
_ To some Stoic-bellied haunt ; 
Bacchus’ brew is all we want. 
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Salve, nec minimo puella naso 
nec bello pede nec nigtis ocellis 
nec longis digitis nec ore sicco 
nec sane nimis elegante lingua, 
decoctoris amica Formiani. 

ten Provincia narrat esse bellam 
tecum Lesbia nostra comparatur ? 
o saeclum insapiens et infacetum ! 
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Hail, although of nose not neat, 
Black of eyes nor trim of feet, 
Long of fingers, dry of mouth, 
Nor too dainty-tongued, forsooth, 
Mistress of no better man 

Than a bankrupt Formian. 

Does your province not declare you 
Beautiful ? and even compare you 
With my Lesbia ? O disgraced 
Age, incapable of taste ! 
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Mellitos oculos tuos, Iuventi, . 

siquis me sinat usque basiare, 

usque ad milia basiem trecenta, 

nec mi umquam videar satur futurus, 
non si densior aridis aristis 

sit nostrae seges osculationis. 
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Your honeyed eyes, Juventius, 

If you would let one kiss, 

Three hundred thousand would to us 
Seem nothing much amiss: 

Could all earth’s ears of corn eclipse 
That heavenly harvest of the lips ? 
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Ille mi par esse deo videtur, 

Ille, si fas est, superare divos, 

qui sedens adversus identidem te spectat 
et audit 

dulce ridentem, misero quod omnis 

efipit sensus mihi; nam simul te, 

Lesbia, aspexi, nihil est super mi 
[vocis in ore] 

lingua sed torpet, tenuis sub artus 

flamma demanat, sonitu suopte 

tintinant autes, gemina teguntur 
lumina nocte. 

Otium, Catulle, tibi molestumst : 

otio exultas nimiumque gestis. 

otium et reges prius et beatas 


perdidit urbes. 
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I liken him unto a god, 

Or if so be it a higher thing, 
Who sits and gazes on thy face, 
Looking and listening 


To thy sweet laughter. Whereas I, 
With senses ravished if I come 

So near as to behold thy face, 
Swoon, and my tongue is numb, 


And a thin fire through all my limbs 
Races, and both my ears are stopped 
With a great sound that rings, and dark 
Is upon daylight dropped. 


But thou, Catullus, know that ease 
Wrongs thee: put off thy idleness. 
Older and happier states and kings 
Have perished for no less. 
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Caeli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia illa, 
illa Lesbia, quam Catullus unam 
plus quam se atque suos amavit omnes, 
nunc in quadriviis et angiportis 
glubit magnanimi Remi nepotes. 
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Caelius, Lesbia mine, that Lesbia, that 

Lesbia whom Catullus for love did rate 

Higher than all himself and than all things, stands 
Now at the cross-roads and the alleys, to wait 
For the lords of Rome, with public lips and hands. 
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Num te leaena montibus Libystinis 

aut Scylla latrans infima inguinum parte 
tam mente dura procteavit ac taetra, 

ut supplicis vocem in novissimo casu 
contemptam haberes, a nimis fero corde ? 
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Who gave you birth ? a Libyan lioness 

Or Scylla barking from her nether womb ? 
That thus you mock a suppliant in distress 
Who cries to you from off the edge of doom ? 
O entire monster of hard-heartedness ! 
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Super alta vectus Attis celeri rate maria 
Phrygium ut nemus citato cupide pede tetigit 
adiitque opaca silvis redimita loca deae, 
stimulatus ibi furenti rabie, vagus animi, 
devolvit ili acuto sibi pondera silice. 

itaque ut relicta sensit sibi membra sine viro, 
etiam recente terrae sola sanguine maculans 
niveis citata cepit manibus leve typanum, 
typanum, tubam Cybelles, tua, Mater, initia, 
quatiensque terga tauri teneris cava digitis 
canere haec suis adortast tremebunda comitibus. 
““agite ite ad alta, Gallae, Cybeles nemora simul, 
simul ite, Dindymenae dominae vaga pecora, 
aliena quae petentes velut exules loca celeri 
sectam meam executae duce me mihi comites 
rapidum salum tulistis truculentaque pelage 

et cofpus evirastis Venetis nimio odio, 

hilarate erae citatis erroribus animum. 
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Over ocean Attis sailing in a swift ship charioted 

When he reached the Phrygian forests, and with rash foot 
violently 

Trod the dark and shadowy regions of the goddess, wood- 
garlanded, 

And with ravening madness tavished, and his reason 
abandoning him, 

Seized a pointed flint and sundered from his flesh his virility. 

Then in all his limbs realising his manhood irrevocable, 

Seeing earth with blood besprinkled, with fresh blood, the 
blood of him, 

In his snow-white hands he snatches the light tambourine 
suddenly, 

Tambourine that thou, Cybele, madest, mother, for thy 
mysteries, 

And, between his tender fingers the hide’s hollow agitating, 

Stricken through with trembling shudders, thus sings to his 
companions : 

“ Corybantes, all together, up, on to the woods of Cybele ; 

All together, on, ye wandering herds of Dindymus’ 
shepherdess, | 

Ye that seeking foreign shores, and, in an exile voluntary, 

Following me and guided by me, on my ways my com- 

_ panions, 

Having overcome the rapid main and the floods’ savagery, 

And in passing hate of Venus having overcome the man in 
you, 

Now your mistress’ heart gladden ye with the speed of 
coutses precipitate. 
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mota tarda mente cedat; simul ite, sequimini 
Phrygiam ad domum Cybelles, Phrygia ad nemora 
deae, 

ubi cymbalum sonat vox, ubi tympana reboant, 
tibicen ubi canit Phryx curvo grave calamo, 
ubi capita Maenades vi iaciunt ederigerae, 
ubi sacra sancta acutis ululatibus agitant, 
ubi suevit illa divae volitare vaga cohors : 
quo nos decet citatis celerare tripudiis.” 

Simul haec comitibus Attis cecinit notha mulier, 
thiasus repente linguis trepidantibus ululat, 
leve tympanum remugit, cava cymbala recrepant, 
viridem citus adit Idam properante pede chorus. 
furibunda simul anhelans vaga vadit, animam agens, 
comitata tympano Attis per opaca nemora dux, 
veluti iuvenca vitans onus indomita iugi : 
tapidae ducem sequuntur Gallae properipedem. 
itaque ut domum Cybelles tetigere lassulae, 
nimio e labore somnum capiunt sine Cerete. 


Slow delay be cast behind you, follow all together, follow me, 

To the Phrygian home of Cybele, Phrygian woods, the 
goddess’s, 

Where the cymbals utter their voices to the tambourines 
echoing, 

Where the curved reed makes grave music for the Phrygian 
flute-player, 

Where the Maenads toss together wild heads ivy-filleted, 

Where with piercing ululations the sacred signs are agitated, 

Where in wonted wake the wandering cohort follows the 
deity, | 

Thither meet it is we hasten, thither with dances swift- 
footed.” 

Scarcely had the would-be woman Attis ceased to his 
followers 

When at once the Corybantes shrieked, and their tongues 
palpitated, 

And their tambourines te-bellowed, and their cymbals 
crackled hollowly, 

And the chorus swiftly leaping rushed towards Ida’s summits 
verdurous. 

Whereat Attis, raging, wavering, goes unsteadily, breath 
forsaking him, 

Tambourining through the dark woods the tumultuous 
company 

As, the yoke’s weight shouldered off it, surges the heifer 
untamable. 

Him their leader all the Bacchantes follow with feet precipi- 
tate ; 

But no soonet Cybele’s threshold touched, together languour- 
ousl 

Fall in side tired out with journeying, and without Ceres’ 
sustenance. 


ii 


piger his labante langore oculos sopor operit : 
abit in quiete molli rabidus furor animi. 
sed ubi oris aurei Sol radiantibus oculis 
lustravit acthera album, sola dura, mate ferum, 
pepulitque noctis umbras vegetis sonipedibus, 
ibi Somnus excitum Attin fugiens citus abiit : 
trepidante eum recepit dea Pasithea sinu. 
ita de quiete molli rapida sine rabie 
simul ipse pectore Attis sua facta recoluit, 
liquidaque mente vidit sine quis ubique foret, 
animo aestuante rusum reditum ad vada tetulit. 
ibi maria vasta visens lacrimantibus oculis, 
patriam allocuta maestast ita voce miseriter. 
“Patria o mei cfeatrix, patria o mea genetrix, 
ego quam miser relinquens, dominos ut erifugae 
famuli solent, ad Idae tetuli nemora pedem, 
ut apud nivem et ferarum gelida stabula forem 
et eatum omnia aditrem furibunda latibula, 
ubinam aut quibus locis te positam, patria, reor ? 
cupit ipsa pupula ad te sibi derigere aciem, 
tabie fera carens dum breve tempus animus est. 
egone a mea remota haec ferar in nemora domo ? 
patria, bonis, amicis, genitoribus abero ? 


Sluggish slumber shuts their eyelids in a languor hesitating, 

From their souls the raging madness passes away in quietude. 

But, when the golden visaged Sun with bright eyes illuminated 

Cloudless ether and the solid earth and ocean tumultuous, 

And with sounding hoofs of morning trampled night’s 
shadows away, 

Then did Sleep with flying footsteps remove from Attis 
awakening 

And divine Pasithea took him back to her bosom tremulous. 

Then awakening out of quiet suddenly without delirium 

All at once his deed returning comes again to his memory, 

And himself he sees, and where, and without what now 
abidingly, 

And with mind at ebb and flow he turns him seaward and, 
surveying it, 

All the mighty vast of ocean, through eyes weeping inces- 
santly | 

He his fatherland addresses with sad cryings dejectedly : 

“Fatherland, O my mother! fatherland the begetter of me, 

Have I, wretch above all wretched, cast thee off as a runagate 

Slave his master, and on Ida sought these groves, this icy 
dwelling-place 

Of the snow and savage tegion of the wild beasts’ 
sovereignty ? 

Where, O where and in what region shall my thoughts 
imagine thee, fatherland ? 

Still the light within my eyelids longs for thee, turning 

 thitherward, 

When my mind a little season scatters these pangs tavaging 
me. 

Am I then condemned forever to these distant woods, 
abandoning 

Fatherland and friends and chattels and the forefathers of me, 
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abero foro, palaestta, stadio et guminasiis ? 

miser a miser, querendumst etiam atque etiam, anime. 

quod enim genus figuraest, ego non quod habuerim ? 

ego mulier, ego adolescens, ego ephebus, ego puer, 

ego guminasi fui flos, ego eram decus olei : 

mihi ianuae frequentes, mihi limina tepida, 

mihi floridis corollis redimita domus erat, 

linquendum ubi esset orto mihi sole cubiculum. 

ego nunc deum ministra et Cybeles famula ferar ? 

ego Maenas, ego mei pars, ego vir sterilis ero ? 

ego viridis algida Idae nive amicta loca colam ? 

ego vitam agam sub altis Phrygiae columinibus 

ubi cerva silvicultrix, ubi aper nemorivagus ? 

iam iam dolet quod egi, iam iamque paenitet.” 
Roseis ut hic labellis sonitus citus abiit, 

geminas deorum ad aures nova nuntia referens, 

ibi iuncta iuga resolvens Cybele leonibus 

laevumque pecoris hostem stimulans ita loquitur. 

“agedum ” inquit “ age ferox [i], fac ut hunc furor 

[agitet], 
fac uti furoris ictu reditum in nemora ferat, 
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These abandoning, forum, tace-coutse, wrestling-place and 
gymnasium ? 

Miserable, ah miserable soul lamenting herself perpetually ! 

For what form of bodily feature is there that I had it not P 

I a woman ! I adolescent, I a Stripling, I all but a man, 

I the seemliest at the wrestling, at the gymnasium I the 
flower of them ? 

Once my doors were thronged, my thresholds warm with 
footprints uncountable, 

Once my dwelling was with flowery wreaths and tokens 
engarlanded, 

When I used to leave my chamber and the rising sun arose 
with me. 

I a priestess of the gods now, and a waiting-woman of 
Cybele ? | 

Ia Maenad, I this remnant left of a man emasculate ? 

I inhabit the cold gteen places, Ida’s summit snow- 
garmented ? 

I beneath the heights of Phrygian mountains scatter my life 
away, 

Where te woodland-haunting hind is and the wild-boar 
wood-wandering P 

Now, now the deed I sorrow for ; now, now I repent of it.” 

Scarcely from the rosy lips the sound had gone and, flitting 
rapidly 

To both the ears of the gods the new rumour communicated, 

When the lions from the traces of her chariot-yoke unhat- 
nessing 

Cybele thus spake, and stung with words the left flock- 
terrifier : 

“Go,” she cries, “and with the fury of thy going, my 
fierce minister, 

Let a madness harry, 2 madness drive him to my wood- 
fastnesses 
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mea libere nimis qui fugere imperia cupit. 
age caede terga cauda, tua verbera patere, 
fac cuncta mugienti fremitu loca retonent, 
rutilam ferox torosa cetvice quate iubam.” 
ait haec minax Cybelle religatque iuga manu. 
ferus ipse sese adhortans rapidum incitat animo, 
vadit, fremit, refringit virgulta pede vago. 
at ubi umida albicantis loca litoris adiit, 
tenerumque vidit Attin prope marmora pelagi, 
facit impetum: ille demens fugit in nemora fera : 
ibi semper omne vitae spatium famula fuit. 

Dea magna, dea Cybelle, dea domina Dindymi, 
procul a mea tuus sit furor omnis, era, domo : 
alios age incitatos, alios age rabidos. 
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Who desires to be delivered from my intolerable slavery. 

Go thou, beat thy flanks with thy tail, and endure thy own 
blows lashing thee, 

Roar, roar till all the region round resounds with thy 
bellowing, 

Toss thy brawny neck and toss abroad thy fierce mane 
rutilant.” 

Thus spake the pitiless goddess, with her hands the yoke 
untrammelling. 3 

Whereat, loosed, the beast to swiftness in his fury lashing 
himself, 

Rushes, roars, and breaks the thickets all in pieces with his 
galloping. 

Then he, coming to the sea-wet margin where the foam 
whitens it, 

Seeing there the tender Attis, where the flood curdles 
luminous, 

Rushes on him: he in terror flies, the savage woods 
envelop him ; 

Who his whole life long inhabits them, the goddess’s 
waiting-woman. 

Goddess, mighty goddess, Cybele, lady goddess of Dindy- 
mus, 

Keep, mistress, all thy fury far, far from my dwelling-place, 

Others urge thou headlong, others with thy madness 
intoxicate. 


43 


LXX 


Nulli se dicit mulier mea nubere malle 
quam mihi, non si se Iuppiter ipse petat. 
dicit: sed mulier cupido quod dicit amanti 
in vento et rapida scribere oportet aqua. 


44 


70 


A woman says that no wooer but I could move het ; 
Not Jove, if he came a-wooing, would be to her mind. 
She says it: but let what a woman says to her lover 
Be written in running water and told to the wind. 


45 


LXXII 


Dicebas quondam solum te nosse Catullum, 
Lesbia, nec ptae me velle tenere Iovem. 

dilexi tum te non tantum ut vulgus amicam, 
sed pater ut gnatos diligit et generos. 

nunc te cognovi: quare etsi impensius uror, 
multo mi tamen es vilior et levior. 

qui potis est P inquis. quod amantem iniuria talis 
cogit amare magis, sed bene velle minus. 


46 


72 


Lesbia, you swore to me once you were known, save 
Catullus, of no man, 

Not for a God out of heaven would the bond of your love 
be forgot : 

Then was my love for you not as a man’s mete love for a 
woman 

But as a father’s love for children himself has begot. 

Now, I know you; and now, though I burn for you Still 
past all reason, 

Somewhat lighter a thing and cheaper a thing you seem. 

How can that be ? do you ask. Because to a lover such 
treason 

Wakes in the heart desire, kills in the soul esteem. 


47 


LXXII 


Desine de quoquam quicquam bene velle mereri 
aut aliquem fieti posse putare pium. 
omnia sunt ingrata, nihil fecisse benigne ; 
immo etiam taedet, [taedet] obestque magis: | 
ut mihi, quem nemo gravius nec acerbius urget, 


quam modo qui me unum atque unicum amicum 
habuit. 


48 


Tie, 


Cease to do good to any man, or be 

The thought to find him grateful, far from thee. 
All men are thankless : none a favour takes 
But of the gift a grief and burden makes. 

I find no claws so sharp to turn and rend 

As his who was my one and only friend. 


49 


LXXVI 


Siqua recordanti benefacta priora voluptas 
est homini, cum se cogitat esse pium, 

nec sanctam violasse fidem, nec foedere in ullo 
divum ad fallendos numine abusum homines, 

multa parata manent in longa aetate, Catulle, 
ex hoc ingrato gaudia amote tibi. 

nam quaecumque homines bene cuiquam aut dicere 

possunt 

aut facere, haec a te dictaque factaque sunt ; 

omnia quae ingtatae perierunt credita menti. 
quare cur tu te iam amplius excrucies ? 

quin tu animum offirmas atque istinc teque reducsi 
et dis invitis desinis esse miser ? 

difficilest longum subito deponere amorem. 
difficilest, varum hoc qualubet efficias. 

una salus haec est, hoc est tibi pervincendum: 
hoc facias, sive id non pote sive pote. 

o di, si vestrumst misereri, aut si quibus umquam 
extremam iam ipsa in morte tulistis opem, 

me miserum aspicite et, si vitam puriter egi, 
etipite hanc pestem perniciemque mihi. 

heu, mihi surrepens imos ut torpor in artus 
expulit ex omni pectore laetitias ! 

non iam illud quaero, contra me ut diligat illa, 
aut, quod non potis est, esse pudica velit : 

ipse valere opto et taetrum hunc deponete morbum. 
o di, teddite mi hoc pro pietate mea. 


5O 


76 


If there is any pleasure to any man in the thought 

He has been pious to men, truly a friend to a friend, 
Broken no sacred pledges, nor in no compact sought 

To take the name of the gods in vain for a treacherous end, 
Joys enough for a lifetime you shall earn, if any can, 
Catullus, out of the love given you back by none ; 

For whatever a man can do or say for a man, 

Surely that you have said, surely that you have done. 

This was all of it lent to a thankless heart, and is lost: 
Why are you sorty at all or troubled in mind for this ? 
Set your soul firm ; withdraw yourself from out of his coast ; 
Why seek grief for yourself, as if of the gods it is ? 
Hard it is to put by of a sudden a love grown strong, 
Hard it is, but a gain indeed that has to be got: 

This is the one safe way, although the way may be long, 
This you have got to do, whether you can or not. 
Gods, if pity is yours, or if ever ye gave 

Grace to a wretch that lay in the very moment of death, 
Look on me in my anguish, and give release, if I have 
Purely lived in my life, from this plague of pestilent breath. 
Ah ! this torpor that creeps like a poison from vein to vein 
Every joy that was once a joy from my heart has chased: 
Now I ask no longer that she should love me again, 

Or, what never could be, that she would choose to be chaste 
Let me be well again, and from this foul malady free : 
Render to me, O gods, the reward of piety. 


51 


LXXXII 


Quinti, si tibi vis oculos debere Catullum 
aut aliud siquid carius est oculis, 
eripere ci noli, multo quod carius illi 
est oculis seu quid carius est oculis. 


52 


82 


Friend, would you have Catullus’s eyes in debt, 
Or whatever is dearer to him than his eyes ? 

Seek not to take from him that which is dearer yet 
Than his eyes, or whatever is dearer to him than his eyes. 


53 


LXXXIiII 


Lesbia mi praesente vito mala plurima dicit: 
haec illi fatuo maxima laetitiast. 

mule, nihil sentis. si nostri oblita taceret, 
sana esset: nunc quod gannit et obloquitur, 

non solum meminit, sed quae multo acrior est res, 
itatast. hoc est, uritur et loquitur. 


54 


83 


When her husband is with us Lesbia speaks harshly to me, 

Whereat the fool of a man is filled to the brim with glee. 

Ass, don’t you see ? were she silent, and could she forget 
all about me, 

Then were she heart-whole to you; but, now to nag and 
flout me 

Isn’t to merely remember ; but, what is the worst of the lot, 

She is angry, and that is a sign she is burning and boiling hot. 


15 


LXXXV 


Odi et amo. quare id faciam, fortasse requifis. 
nescio, sed fieri sentio et excruciotr. 


=e _— 
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85 


I hate and I love: you ask me how one can do it ? 
I know not: I know that it hurts: I am going through it. 


ay 


LXXXVI 


Quintia formosast multis; mihi candida, longa, 
tectast. haec ego sic singula confiteor, 

totum illud formosa nego: nam nulla venustas, 
nulla in tam magnost corpore mica salis. 

Lesbia formosast, quae cum pulcherrima totast, 
tum omnibus una omnis surripuit Veneres. 


86 


Quintia is beautiful, many will tell you: to me 

She is white, she is Straight, she is tall: to all this I agree, 

But does this make her beautiful ? though she be found 
without fault, 

Can you find in the whole of her body the least pinch of salt ? 

But Lesbia is beautiful: hers is the secret alone 

To steal from all beauty its beauty, and make it her own. 


59 


LXXXVII 


Nulla potest mulier tantum se dicere amatam 
vere, quantum a me Lesbia amata mea’s. 

nulla fides ullo fuit umquam foedere tanta, 
quanta in amore tuo ex parte reperta meast. 


87 


No woman could say that a man had loved her better 

Than I, my Lesbia, have loved you, my loveliest. 

There was never a bond more Strictly kept to the letter 

Than the bond I made that you should be loved the best. 

Now is my mind so distracted by what they tell of you, 

So lost in allegiance to your unworthiness, 

If you came to be honest again I could never think well of 
ou, 

Bide what you would, I never could love you less. 


61 


XCII 


Lesbia mi dicit semper male nec tacet umquam 
de me: Lesbia me dispeream nisi amat. 

quo signo P quia sunt totidem mea: deprecor illam 
assidue, verum dispeream nisi amo. 


62 


Q2 


Lesbia speaks nothing but evil about me, they say. 

Well, what of that ? May I perish if love does not move her. 
What is the proof? That I backbite Lesbia all day 
Myself: may I perish, gods! if I do not love her. 


63 ‘. 


XCVI 


Si quicquam mutis gratum acceptumve sepulcris 
accidere a nostro, Calve, dolore potest, 

quo desiderio veteres renovamus amotes 
atque olim amissas flemus amicitias, 

cette non tanto mors immatura dolorist 
Quintiliae, quantum gaudet amore tuo. 


96 


If living sorrows any boon 

Unto the silent grave can give 
When sad remembrances revive 
Old loves and friendships fugitive, 
She sorrows less she died so soon 
Than joys your love is still alive. 


65 


Ci 


Multas per gentes et multa per aequora vectus 
advenio has miseras, frater, ad inferias, 

ut te postremo donarem munere mottis 
et mutam nequiquam alloquerer cinerem, 

quandoquidem fortuna mihi tete abstulit ipsum, 
heu miser indigne frater adempte mihi. 

nunc tamen interea haec, prisco quae mote parentum 
tradita sunt tristi munere ad inferias, 

accipe fraterno multum manantia fletu, 
atque in perpetuum, frater, ave atque vale. 


66 


IOI 


Wandering many waters and many lands, 

I come, my brother, to do sad rites as of old; 
See, I bring you the death-gift in my hands, 
Hear, I speak to you, speak to the ashes cold. 
All that fortune has left me in place of you, 
Alas, poor brother, bereft of innocent breath ! 
Yet, as our sites before us have done, I do, 

I bring the same sad gifts, an offering for death. 
Take them, that they of a brother’s tears may tell ; 
And now for all time, brother, hail and farewell. 


E* 67 


CIV 


Credis me potuisse meae maledicere vitae, 
ambobus mihi quae carior est oculis P 

non potui, nec si possem tam perdite amarem : 
sed tu cum Tappone omnia monstra facis. 


68 


104 


What, I speak evil? I never can speak well enough of her, 

My life, who is dearer to me than the sight of my eyes. 

I could not ; nor would, if I could not but be so in love with 
her : 

But Tappo and you make such monsters of minikin lies. 


69 


CVII 


Sicvi quid cupido optantique optigit umquam 
insperanti, hoc est gratum animo proprie. 

quare hoc est gratum nobis quoque, carius auro, 
quod te restituis, Lesbia, mi cupido, 

testituis cupido atque insperanti, ipsa refers te 
nobis: o lucem candidiore nota ! 

quis me uno vivit felicior, aut magis hac rem 
optandam in vita dicere quis poterit ? 


70 


107 


If a wished-for thing and a thing past hoping for 

Should come to a man, will he welcome it not the more? 
Therefore to me more welcome it is than gold 

That Lesbia brings me back my desire of old, 

My desire past hoping for, her own self, back. 

O mark the day with white in the almanac ! 

What happier man is alive, or what can bring 

To a man, whoever he be, a more wished-for thing ? 


71 


CIX 


Iucundum, mea vita, mihi proponis amorem 
hunc nostrum inter nos perpetuumque fore. 

di magni, facite ut vete promittere possit, 
atque id sincere dicat et ex animo, 

ut liceat nobis tota perducere vita 
aeternum hoc sanctae foedus amicitiae. 


72 


109 


This pleasant love, my life, between us two, 

You promise me shall be perpetual. 

Great gods, take thought to keep her promise true, 
First on the lips, but inly most of all; 

And grant how long soever our lives run 

This holy bond of friendship shall go on. 
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